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Edward Sapir 



And I felt the steely calm of their strength 
Slip in my heart like a breath, 

And I was like a wakened man 
That had drowsed away in death. 

I saw that steel was the maple-tree, 
It had never been sad with me; 

I saw that the blue of the sky was steel 
In its cool serenity. 

We were all steel out there in the field, 

We three beyond the town — 
We three that were strong over the leaves 

Dying in red and brown. 

Now you have heard my childish tale: 

My heart was sad today 
And it lost its sadness under a tree. 

That is all I wanted to say. 



THE OLD TOWN 

Oh, let me not enter the old town, 

The straggling street! 
Oh, I fear, I fear the going down 

On stumbling feet! 

Oh, let me not grope down the dim way 
To the pitchy sea, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Unlit of a moon or a dim ray 
Through a cavernous tree. 

All, all they will take from me 

By the black shore; 
The ancients will steal me silently 

The purple I wore. 

They will steal my love, they will steal my hate, 

I shall tremble bare; 
They will make my body cold and straight 

And lay me there 

Where my childhood sleeps forever and ever. 

Oh, I fear, 
I fear the town that ever and ever 

I'm coming near. 



OVERLOOKED 

I was nothing, though I had a kind of pain or feeling — 

I knew her hair — 
I think it might be said I knew too well, but I was nothing 

To her but air. 

That other one, he knew her eyes with only half a knowing — 

I knew her eyes — 
I think it might be said I knew too well whom he was loving. 

Yes, he was wise. 
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